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The beggining of the end 


Author's Notes: 

Hey guys! So, here is a new kind of story | was really excited to try. And of course, it makes a reference to 
the third Carach Angren's album "Where the corpses sink forever" .. | DON'T PREACH IN ANY WAY NAZISM, 
RACISM OR HOMOPHOBIA !!! Hope you'll enjoy this first chapter! : 


| was just a simple young man, insignificant, naive and without blood on my hands. My dream when | was a 


child? To become a respected and powerful general to serve and protect my country. 


| was living in Brunssum, in the Netherlands, with my sister, in an apartment. Her salary was meager and mine 
was usually used to help our parents. They were living on a farm, in the countryside and since the end of the 
First World War, their business has been slack. 


You know, my childhood wasn't very pleasant: school, farm work, school, farm work .. One day, a Dutch soldier 
knocked at our door and asked us a donation to help for the construction of an orphanage. My mother 
proposed him to enter. | was impressed by his stature and | suddenly realized | wanted to be like this man. He 


talked about the war, the solidarity between the men, the ordeal to be in a trench, but especially the incredible 


feeling when you realize it's finished, that your family is safe, that you're safe and that you served your 


country with honor and courage. 
"Remember, little fellow, bravery, hope and love are the only way to escape." he told me. 
This sentence was now my motto. 


In 1929, when | was twenty-one, | entered the Dutch army and | quickly climbed the ranks. | became a general 
when | was thirty. | know its very young, but my superiors considered that my capacities were adapted to 


this post. 


One night, after a hard day of training, my soldiers and | on the radio, we heard the presenter talking about 
this bizarre individual, Adolf Hitler, and his strange ideology. You know, in the Netherlands, we haven't really an 


opinion on what was going on in Germany. 
"General Droomers?" 

"Yes, Nikolaas?" 

"How its gonna end?" 

"Only the time will tell us .." 


| puffed on my cigar and looked at the starry sky, hoping for the peace protects us. But it wasn't our destiny. 
Everything changed on May lOth 1940, when the Germans invaded my country. A German troop explained 
quickly to us that we were now under their orders and especially under the Hitler's orders. And if we wouldn't 
be shot, it was in our interest to get back into the line. At this time, we couldn't imagine that our body and 
our brain would be reduced to a killing machine. And thats how the Netherlands became an ally of the Nazi 
regime. | received a brainwashing and all the present feelings in my soul left me. Jews, Gypsies, handicapped 


persons, and homosexuals were now our enemies, our targets, we were forced to annihilate them. 


My first day as an SS was pretty .. disturbing .. My first mission consisted to take some Jews to the gas 


chambers. 


| was waiting for the arrival of the train with two other SS. It was a hot day. The sun was burning us and a 
warm wind was blowing dust in our eyes. My hair was floating in the air. The soldiers were surprised that the 


Furher didn’t tell me anything about that. 


Indeed, | had very long wavy brown hair. | never cut it. During the inspection, Adolf Hitler stopped his look on 
my hair for two or three minutes, inspecting the most insignificant detail. Then he passed to the next SS. No 
word, no discontentment sign, no shout, nothing .. Everything in the inspection was correct. But the next SS 

wasn't as lucky as me. He was a young man, like me, and the Furher judged that his hair, which was already 


very short, was too long. Clippers and sermon. 


The train finally arrived. The interminable noise of the brakes was deafening all of us. A few soldiers opened 
the doors of the wagons. | climbed on one of them. Holy Moses! This horrible smell! A mix between rotting 
corpses, sweat, excrement, urine and fresh blood. | retched. About fifty persons were piled up. They were 


naked, thirsty, skeletal and dirty. Their weepings were tearing my heart apart. But orders were orders. 


Some soldiers drove the deportees out of the wagons, like if they were a cattle herd. It was followed by a long 
session of tattooing for a part of the deportees. | drove the others to the gas chambers. They were fifteen in 
total, so each of my two colleagues chose five prisoners and took them to other chambers. | was in charge of 
five women. Two of them were blind, one was deaf, one couldn't walk and the last was crippled of her two legs. 
| can't explain why, but | pushed them into the chamber without any pity, like a machine. | closed the door and 
locked it. | could hear their screams when the hydrocyanic acid invaded the room and infiltrated their 
respiratory system. This kind of cry .. You know how it sounds. It tears the night and prevents you to sleep. 
Every time we emptied the chambers, new scratches were visible on the walls and on the door. And this 


schedule went on for one year, until a day which | would literally erase of my existence. 

It was on December Bth, 114. | remember it was a snowy night. | was summoned to the Furher's office at 8 
pm. | ate with my colleagues and covered the top of my head with my black kepi. | walked, alone and quiet 
through the corridors. | sat on a chair, in front of the office's door. The noises of the cutleries hitting the 
plates seemed to be so far from me. | took my kepi and cleaned the emblem of the Nazi party and the skull. 
Then | put it again on my head. Suddenly, a pretty blond woman opened the door and gave me a welcoming 
smile. | stood up and slowly walked into the office. 

"Leave us alone, Anna." 

The woman exited the room. 

"General Droomers." 

"Mein Furher!" | exclaimed. 


| extended my right arm, fixed, in the center of the room. The man gave me a little smile and stood up. 


"Intelligent, young, obedient, authoritarian, fast-acting, fitted jacket, well-polished boots, bright emblems and no 


hair poked out. We need more men like you, general” 
"Thank you." 

"Tell me . What do you think about if?" 

"About what, mein Furher?" 


"About the extermination of the Jews, the Gypsies, homosexuals, et cetera ?" 


"Im not here to think, I'm here to comply your orders’ 
"Don't lie to me. Tell me the truth’ 

"We didn't have and we don't have an opinion about that in the Netherlands” 
"Good, you won't wreck my plans: 


He placed an armchair behind me and proposed me to sit down. He stayed behind me, | could feel his short 


breathing on my neck. 


"General Droomers, | like you. You're a precious advantage for the Germany." he said before giving me a tap on 


my shoulder. 

‘It's an honor to serve you." 

"Anyway, you don't have the choice. How your sister is?" 

This was the sensitive point: my sister. 

To be honest with you, | didn't accept immediately to serve the Third Reich. | always thought that Jews, 
Gypsies, homosexuals and handicapped persons have the same rights than the rest of the population But the 
Germans convinced me quickly. If | refused to collaborate, my sister would be sent to Auschwitz-Birkenau's 
death camp. 

Sharon was sweet and loving. And even if | pledged allegiance to my country, | couldn't sentence her to death. 
"| don't know. | don't have any news." 


"You received this letter." 


| looked at the envelope like a vulture looking at an animal corpse. | immediately recognized my sister's beautiful 


handwriting. 

"You want it, don't you?" 

"Yes, mein Furher." 

"IIl give it To you, on one condition" 


"What is it?" 


He handed me a glass of wine. | smelt it and brought it to my lips. 
"Sleep with me." 


| spat out the dark red drink. If you didn't know it was wine, you could swear it was blood that was flowing on 


my chin. 

"What?" 

"Sleep with me." 

| stayed quiet and dumbfounded. 

"Answer you little pretty Dutch thing." 

| didn't answer. What was happening? The Furher sighed and cleared his throat. 
"Ivo! Come here!" 

A young blond man entered the office. He was disguised in maid. 

"General Droomers, let me introduce you, lvo Wijers, my little submissive maid." 
lvo didn't dare look at me. He was twisting his fingers and was quiet. 

"Kiss him." the Furher ordered. 

The blond man approached me and kissed my lips. | stood up, indignant. 


"You'd better listen to me carefully, general .. Sleep with me and your sister will be safe and sound. You 
wouldn't see her in the middle of these ill-smelling Jews .." 


"Yes, mein Furher." 
"You've got one week to think about it. Good night little pretty Dutch thing.’ 
"Good night, sir ." 


| left the office, angry and incredulous. Adolf Hitler? Gay? No, impossible. And this young man, Ivo. What was 


going on in the Furher's bedroom? 


| entered my room and stripped myself. | just kept my underwears. | collapsed on my bed and sighed. | walked 
on the balcony. A sweet breeze lifted my hair up and the moon was lighting my pale skin. | observed every 


window | could see. Every lights were turned off, but something caught my attention: a man was shaking a 
white bedsheet. | wasn't sure but he was looking like Ivo. | looked at him. He was still disguised in maid. When he 
noticed | was on the balcony, he almost released the bedsheet. He seemed to be shy, ashamed and disoriented. | 
laughed softly. He was so cute. His blue eyes were worried and frightened. He hid the white sheet behind him 


and came to attention. | did the same thing and smiled at him. 


"Good night, general Droomers!” he shouted 


"Good night, Ivo." 


Don't leave me 


Author's Notes: 
Hope you'll enjoy this second chapter! :) 


| woke up, troubled, tired and pensive. The night before was pretty disturbing and | had to take a decision. And 


what a decision! To sleep with the Furher? No way! | wasn't a sex toy! | was an SS .. 
| opened the pine green curtains and the sunlight invaded my room. | suddenly heard someone was knocking at 


my door. | put my robe on and opened the door. Ivo was there, holding a silver tray, which on cold meats, 


cheese, jams, fruits, and a cup of black coffee were placed. He was in his maid costume. His blue eyes were 


directed on the floor. 

"Offered by the Furher." he whispered like a shy child. 

"Thank you. You can put it on the table." 

He entered slowly and quietly. The tray was shaking in his wobbly hands. | surprised myself by looking at his 
posterior. You know, | was a big lover of pretty women, but | must admit that certain men had their charm. 
Andlvo was one of these men. To be honest, he was looking good enough to eat. 

"vo?" 

"Yes, general Droomers?" 

"Can | ask you a question?" 

"Of course." 

"Why are you wearing this .. costume?" 

He lowered his head and he muffled a sob. 

"Ivo? Is everything alright?" 

"Yes .. Don't worry .. It's not your problem. 


"Do you need to talk?" 


He stayed quiet for a few seconds and fell on my neck. 


"Oh, general, l'm hopeless! I've been living an ordeal since one year." 

"Talk to me. Maybe | can help you." 

"No, you can't. You'll grill in one of these horrible crematory ovens!" 

"No. Ivo talk to me, please. | want to know what's wrong." 

"Okay then .. Well .. You know Hitler wants to exterminate homosexuals.” 

"Yes." 

| was supposed to be the first homosexual send in a gas chamber but when the Furher saw my eyes, he 
immediately ordered his soldiers to release me. Then he proposed me two choices: to die or to become his 
pleasure object. Then, | chose .." 

"But, if he sleeps with you, why does he want me?" 

He wiped a tear with a wave of his hand. 

"He says that l'm too sluggish." 

| placed my hand under his chin 

"Remember Ivo, bravery, hope and love are the only way to escape." 

He embraced me. Suddenly, the woman of the night before knocked at the door. 

"Excuse me, general, the Furher wants to talk to you." 

"l'm coming." 

"I'd better leave you alone.” 

"You can speak with me when you want." 

"Thank you general.” 

He came to attention before to exit the room. | took a shower and dressed me up. | put my kepi on the top of 


my head and left my bedroom. | walked in the cold corridors. The others SS and soldiers were always asleep. | 


knocked at the door and entered when | heard a big "Jal" from Hitler's mouth. | executed the Nazi salute. 


"Good morning, general Droomers." 
"What do you want to talk about with me?" 


"Your function of SS will be suspended for a moment. You'll command a section in Moscow to help our troops, 


which are already there. I'll be frank, it's gonna be hard, but I'm pretty sure that your talents will serve." 
"But, I'm not a major general, I'm a general." 

"I know but Germany needs an experienced man. Get ready, you'll leave tonight” 

"Yes, mein Furher." 

| salute him and exited the room. | knocked on every door and ordered to all the soldiers to wake up. 

"Get up everyone! | want all the soldiers to be in the courtyard in twenty minutes! Hurry up!" 

lvo was dusting pieces of furniture in the corridor. He seemed to be impressed by my authoritative voice. 
Twenty minutes later, | was in the courtyard with fifteen hundreds of soldiers in front of me. 

"Company, attention!" | shouted. 

They came to attention 


"At easel Listen to me carefully. We've been chosen to help our troops in Moscow. | want you to get ready at 


q pm. We leave for Russia tonight. I'll explain you our strategy on our way. Company, fall out!" 


| noticed Ivo was observing us on the balcony. He gave me a sign, like if he had something really important to 


say to me. | joined him in his bedroom. 

"Is there something wrong?" 

"I stole it in Hitler's office." 

He gave me my sister's letter. 

"Are you crazy? He'll kill youl" 

"| know how it's hard to leave a brother or a sister." 


"Thank you so much." 


| suddenly saw a tear on his cheek. 
"Don't leave me, general, please." 
‘lm sorry, lvo .. | have To .." 


He kissed my lips gently. | was surprised but it was pleasant in a way. | placed my hands on his cheeks and 
attracted him to me. 


‘I'm sorry .." he whispered, worried. 

"Don't be ." 

| fondled his buttocks and licked my lips. 

"Can you even imagine how sexy you are?" 

He blushed. | kissed his neck and placed my left hand under his skirt, then | stroked the shape of his member. 
"General .. We can't .." 

"That's why it's exciting.” 

| pushed him on his bed and threw my kepi in a corner of the room. | climbed on him and kissed his neck 
passionately. | felt his hands running through my hair. He was sighing of pleasure. | licked his lips and opened 
my jacket. But Ivo saw to my shirt and my belt. Inpatient and excited, | tore his skirt and his top. 

"You like to have the control, general, don't you? You like to be dominant" 

"| don't like it.. | adore it!" 

| felt my erection was becoming harder and harder. 

‘| want you lvo!" 

"Wait, my general, wait .." 

He stood up and searched something in a drawer. Then he showed me a condom box and cuffs. 

"Two things essential if you want me." 


"Do you like to be handcuffed?" 


"Its not for me." 


| opened my eyes wide. But then | realized that he was probably usually submissive. But | was afraid to not be 


dominant, | was afraid to .. lose the control. 

"Go with the flow ." he whispered in my ear. 

He helped me to stand up and he sat me on a chair. He took my hands and crossed them behind the back of 
the chair. Then he cuffed me. He unbuttoned my pants and my trunks. He turned around me, stroked my hair, 
my torso, my neck, my nipples, kissed and licked my cheeks. 

"Please, Ivo .. The sweet torure is the worst." 

"I know .. Don't worry, I'll take care of you." 

He kneeled and took my tool out. He looked at me with wild eyes and started to masturbate me. | sighed. He 
licked the head of my penis and gave me the most perfect blowjob of all the time. His tongue was winding 
around my member and his hands were touching my testicles. His long blond hair were tickling my groin My 


moans were becoming louder and louder. But this pleasure instant was stopped by an impatient secretary. 


Angry and always excited, | ordered her to forget what she just saw. It was now a little secret between Ivo 


and |. 


We finally left Germany, at I pm, for Moscow. 


The Moscow battle 
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In the train which was driving us in Russia, the silence was reigning. Fifteen hundreds of silent soldiers, frozen 
and pensive. What were we supposed to find in Moscow? Corpses fields, blood ponds, humans slop? We didn't 


want to know. 


| gave several papers to a few soldiers. On these papers, there was our strategy. The men separated in the 
different wagons. They and | explained the plan to the others soldiers. 


The plan consisted in surround the city like a blitzkrieg. The enemy was directed by the terrible Russian 
general Gueorgi Joukov. We had to be clever, prudent, efficient and fast. 


During the journey, | isolated myself in the most rotten wagon, where nobody wanted to sleep, and | read 
Sharon's letter: " Dear Derris, | heard that you are an SS now, in Hitler's service. | can't believe that you are 
participating in this huge slaughter. You can't sacrifice hundreds and hundreds of innocent people just to save 
me. | could hide in another country, away from Adolf Hitler, you could run away with me. Why are you doing 
this? Why do you want to be a murderer? Why? Mum and Dad are worried. They cry every day. They've been 
praying God to forgive you since you left the Netherlands to serve Nazism. | know its not what you want. You 
always told me to love other people, no matter what are their religion, their nationality, their sexual 
preference, the color of their skin You learned it to me! Do you remember this blind woman you helped when 
we were young! You didn't refuse to help her because she was handicapped! | know you're worth than an SS, 


you're worth than a Nazi. Please, Dennis, don't forget who you are. Love, Sharon." 


She was angry with me. But! hadn't the choice! She was everything for me! My beloved little sister. A tear 
rolled on my face and fell on the letter. | wasn't a criminal. | was a prisoner of the Furher and his threats. And 
my poor parents .. What could | say to them? "I'm sorry Dad, I'm sorry Mum"? No. It wasn't enough. | gripped 
the yellowing paper between my fingers. For the first time in many years, | felt a crack in my heart and my 
soul getting darker. | fell asleep little by little, frozen and sad. 


We arrived a day and ten hours later. We were at thirty kilometers away from Moscow. | was always in the 


decayed wagon, leaned against a wall. Some snow penetrated the holes in the wall during the night. Only just 


awake, | heard some bustle from the others carriages. 
"Where is he?" 


"General Droomers?" 


"General!" 

| sat up straight, arranged my hair and put my black kepi on my head. 

"l'm here!" 

The soldiers rushed up in the rotten wagon and helped me to stand up. 

"We were worried, general.” 

‘| see that." 

"My general, | need to show you something." 

| followed the man outside. It was snowing and we couldn't see anything less than fifteen meters. A cold and 
powerful gust was blowing. The train was stopped in the middle of nowhere. There were only some snowy 
stretches around us and a dark forest. The soldier and | walked in the snow during a minute or two and we 
finally arrived in front of an atrocious scenery. In front of us, there were dead German and Soviets soldiers. 
Some dead horses were laid down in the snow too. Five meters away, there were two abandoned tanks. One of 
them was a Soviet tank. 


"What are the orders, general?" 


| want you and sixteen other soldiers to search the least print within in a radius of three kilometers. l'll 


search too. The others will try to repair and start up these tanks." 
| show a clean pair of heels and started to walk. The soldier ran behind me. 
"My general, why do we need to search prints?" 


"Maybe one or several of our men are injured and alone in this white and hostile Russian vastness. And 


perhaps we're gonna find one of these fucking Bolshevik. Warn the others." 
"Yes, my general." 

| looked at my men be active. | was proud of them. 

"General Droomers, we are ready to go and search some prints." 


"Good. | want thirty men with me in the forest.” 


We separated and started to search the least print. The forest was very dark. The huge pines were hiding the 
grey sky and we couldn't see well. Little by little, | left the other soldiers. | was sinking alone in the woods, with 


a torch and my rifle. Suddenly, | noticed some footprints in the snow but they were too small to belong to an 
adult man. | raised my head but something caught my attention: a little silhouette was hiding behind a tree. | 
laid down on my stomach and crawled to it. | jumped on the silhouette and pinned it to the ground. Then | 
realized it was a little blond girl. She was about eight years old. She was screaming and struggling in my arms. | 
placed my hand on her mouth. 

"Be quiet.” 

| removed my hand and she shouted something in Russian. 

"Nobody can hear you. Calm down" 

She kept quiet and a tear rolled on her cheek. | was holding her in my arms, like if she was my own daughter. 
"What's your name?" 

"Katarina." 

"Katarina .. What a beautiful name." 

"I know who you are. You're a mean German soldier. You want to kill my parents." 

‘lm not German. I'm Dutch. And if | can save your parents, then I'll do it." 

"You're lying!" 

"No. | promise you. What are you doing there, alone?" 


"My brother and | are hiding there. He is injured and | was searching some food for us. But when | saw you, | 


hid behind this pine." 
"Where is he?" 
"Behind the big rock, there." 


"Listen to me Katarina, | can save you and your brother, you'll eat and you'll be warm if you promise me to 
not get us noticed." 


"Will you treat Hector?" 


"We'll treat Hector." 


| released her and she took me to her brother. He was about fourteen. His right leq was broken. When he saw 


me, he jumped with fear and screamed. 

"Why did you bring him there! He's a Nazi, Katarina!" 

"He promised me that he would treat you." 

"He'll treat us in a crematory oven!" 

"No, don't worry, little guy .. Yes, I'm a general under Hitler's orders but | wasn't a volunteer.” 

“That's what they all say!" 

"No .. He threatened me to kill my little sister, so | accepted” 

"Really?" 

"Yes. I've got this letter written by her." 

| showed them the paper and they tried to read it. 

"Hector, my feets are hurting me .." 

"| know .." 

| noticed the little girl hadn't any shoes and her feet were all red. 

They explained to me that their father was violent with them and he was capable to send them to the gas 
chamber, so they ran away from their home. Touched, | took Katarina in my arms and wrapped her little feet 
with my scarf. | put her on the rock and helped Hector to make two crutches with branches. When he was on 
his feet, | placed his little sister on my shoulders and we walked together to the train. We were hidden behind 
the rotten wagon. There was a little door behind it and it was the only way to get on this car. | took a look at 
my men. They were all active. The Russian tank started up. It was the good moment! | opened the door quickly 
and helped the two children to board the train. 

"Don't move, children." 

They agreed with a head sign. | closed the door and joined the other soldiers. 

"General Droomers! Are you okay?" 


"Yes, | am." 


"What happened to your scarf, and your coat?" 


"Nothing important. Do the tanks works?" 

"The Russian tank can start up, but not the German 

| want all the available armament in working order! Try again, execution!" 

"Yes, my general!" 

Suddenly, | noticed a soldier was running in my direction and was screaming my name. 
"General Droomers! General Droomers!" 

"Calm down soldier! What's wrong?" 

"The .. The Soviets! They're coming!" 


And | saw some soldiers running and shooting on something. Two of them hid behind me, afraid and mad. But | 


quickly understood why they were afraid: twenty Russian tanks were running in our direction 
"To arms!" | screamed. 


The fifteen hundreds of soldiers took their arms and protect themselves behind the train. | climbed on it and 
took my rifle. 


"Fire!" 

The bullets were raining. The snow became quickly red. 

"General! What's the plan?" 

| looked at the soldier who asked me the question. Panicked by the growing number of German corpses, | didn't 
answer. | just had the time to turn my head in the tanks’ direction before a bullet grazed my right arm. | took 
my gun and killed the sniper who tried to shoot me. 


"The general is injured!" a soldier screamed. 


The blood was flowing from my arm. Suddenly, | saw Katarina in the snow. She was walking, her little pale arms 


in the air, like if she wanted to stop the tanks. A Russian soldier was pointing his rifle at her. 
"Katarina!" 


| jumped on the floor and ran to her. | pinned her to the ground and protected her with my body. | placed my 


hand on her head. 

"Katarina!" Her brother shouted. 

He was running with his crutches to us. 

"Hector, no!" 

A bullet got through his head. His blue eyes became empty and his face pallid. His body fell in the snow. 
"Hector!" 

She tried to join him but it was too late. He was dead. 

‘It's too late! He's not anymore!" 


| took her in my arms and ran behind the train. | put her on the floor and returned to the fighting. But a 


second bullet got through my stomach and everything became black .. | heard Katarina's voice screaming: 
"General! No!" 


| felt her little hands trying to stop the bleeding. Then | closed my eyes and | was dragged away in the 


darkness. 


| woke up in a strange room. The carpetting was dark green. There was a Lenine painting on the wall in front of 


me. | was laid down on a table and a nurse was stitching my stomach wound. 


"Good evening, general Droomers." a man said with a Russian accent. 


General Nightmare 
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"Good evening, general Droomers." 


A bright light was preventing me to see anything, but in the dark, | could distinguish a masculine shape. The 
man was holding a Vodka glass. | sighed and turned my head in the direction of the nurse. She was pretty .. | 
don't know why, but she was making me think of Ivo. | must admit that | was missing him. His blue eyes, his 
blond hair, his fearful air. | couldn't and can't stop thinking he was mine! How can | be sure? Well .. When | was 
about to left Germany for Russia, we were hidden behind the train He gave me some chocolate for the travel 
and a photo of him. Then he gave me a special kiss .. You know what l'm talking about .. The kiss! It gives you a 
terrible feeling. At this moment, when the war was the master on Earth, a soldier couldn't fall in love. It was a 


dangerous game where your heart was an easy target. And now, mine was a target. 


The nurse was stroking my hair. | felt her hand grazing my torso. The man shouted and chased the woman 


away. 

"You little motherfucker!" 

He slapped me. What was wrong? 

"You dared to attack my country, I'll dare to attack you." 

"Who are you?" 

The man approached me and | immediately recognized him: Gueorgui Joukov, a redoutable Russian general. 
Suddenly, he grabbed my hair and forced me to stand up. Then he opened the red curtains, then he opened two 
huge windows and pushed me on a small white balcony. It was cold as fuck! My vision adapted slowly to the 
light of the day. The sky was always grey. | took a look to the floor. I've never seen as many of people in a 
street. Thousands and thousands of men and women were insulting me, they were chanting Joukov's name. The 
Russian general ordered to the crowd to be quiet. 

"Dear Russian friends, let me introduce you the general Dennis Droomers, who will reveal us Hitler's plans." 


| looked at him. 


"Pardon?" 


Two men appeared. One of them was holding electrodes. They pushed me back in the dark room and the light 
disappeared. | was one more time in the dark. | was trying to struggle but they were too strong for me. They 
laid me down on a table. They attached me to it and placed the electrodes. 

| bet you know how it works." 

"I'm not stupid" 

"Really? So, you probably will tell us what your fucking Furher planned, don't you?" 

"Or what? Am | gonna die? You should know, general Joukov, that all good things must come to an end." 
"Don't play this game with me. I'm not gonna kill you, you're too precious." 

"Why?" 

"We know how Hitler likes you." 

| blushed. Joukov passed his hand on my cheek. 

"But we know how you love his maid." 

"His name is Ivo ." 

'| don't care, it's not the ass | penetrate every night because | don't have any woman" 

It made my blood boil. 

"Your father only saw your mother one time." | said. 


Joukov made a sign with his hand and a violent electric shock went all over my body. 


"What a pity .. A so beautiful face, with a so beautiful hair and a so beautiful body. Are you excited? Your 


ripples are pricking up." 
"Shut up." 


Another shock. | screamed. The pain was too intense, even for me. The Russian general poured his vodka on my 


wound. | made a grimace. 
"I can swear you that you'll speak" 


One of the two men added four electrodes: two on my temples and two on my heart. For about three hours, | 


received between one hundred and fifty and two hundred electric shocks. Exhausted, thirsty and hungry, my 
head rolled on my left side. 


"Stop everything." Joukov said. 

| felt the straps were coming loose. The two men drove me to a smaller room. It was a kind of dungeon. The 
stones were wet and cold. | was half naked in an isolation cell. My only source of comfort was lvo's photo. He 
was smiling from ear to ear. Behind him, there were some pines. He was probably in a forest on this day. His 


hair was floating in the air. He was so cute. Something in his eyes was full of joy. 


| looked up to the grating above my head. The moon was lighting my cell. Suddenly, | heard footsteps and a pale 
face appeared behind the grating. 


"General Droomers?" 

"Katarina?" 

"Yes." 

"What are you doing here? Its dangerous!" 

| want to help you. | lost my brother, you wouldn't want to lose your sister." 
“That's true .." | whispered. 

"Don't worry, general.” 

"How will you help me?" 


She disappeared and | saw some snow flying in the air. And ten seconds later, a little stone moved and the little 


girl crawled in front of me. 
"Katarina .. You're a girl full of surprise." 


She laughed and drove me out of the cell. In fact, there was a very small passage between the stones of the 


wall. We exit the pathway and walked away. 
"Follow me, general." 


We walked through the streets. An old man gave me his black coat when he saw me. But it wasn't enough. | 


was bare chest under the coat and | could feel my strenghts were leaving me. 


"Keep going, general!" 


"Where are you driving me?" 
"He told me to not speak. It's a surprise” 


She was adorable. But my surprise was more adorable at this moment: Ivo was waiting, hidden behind a 


destroyed wall. He ran to me and hugged me. | kissed him. 
"My beautiful general Nightmare." 
"General Nightmare?" 


"Yeah .. Because your the nightmare of you ennemies." 


Murderer! 
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"What are you doing here?" 

"Leave with me, general.” 

"Ivo .. | cant" 

"We could hide, away from Hitler." 

| can't flee like a coward. I'm a soldier." 

"So .. You don't love me enough?" 

"Don't be silly, of course, | love youl But all these people need me. Need us." 

| took his hands in mines. | suddenly felt Katarina patting on my leg. 

"General? What kind of bird is it?" 

"A bird? Where?" 

She pointed at a strange black shape which was floating in the air. | just had a few seconds to realize it was a 
shell and to drag Ivo and Katarina as far as possible from the buildings near us. | protect the Russian child 
with my body. We heard the explosion and some debris landed around us. After it, | immediately looked at the 
young girl under me. She was safe and sound. | removed a lock of her blond hair. It started to rain The ground 
was wet and we were all covered with dirty water and mud. A bit shaken, | could hardly hear footsteps. It was 
coming in our direction | slowly raised my head and saw the face | didn't want to see anymore. The man was 


applauding with his gloved hands. 


| congratulate you, general Droomers! You're the most recalcitrant soldier of the Netherlands! Joukov is a 


pathetic puppet and Germany will prove it." 
"| don't understand .." 


"Oh, you don't understand, huh? Well, not only your escape distracted the Soviets but also you gave a guinea 
pig up to us." 


"A guinea pig?" 

"Yes." 

He looked at Katarina and smiled. 

"What are you talking about?" 

"Stand up, general. We've got to talk." 

| stood up. My members were hurting me. 

"I've got plans for you. Have you ever heard talk of Josef Mengele?" 
| know he is an SS officer." 


"Not for much longer. We talked together and he announced me his desire to be assigned to another post. He 


wants to continue his genetic research. And he needs guinea pigs. A lot of guinea pigs." 
"What's the link with me?" 
"Obviously, you know how to speak to children" 


| was afraid to understand the real sense of his sentence. | always loved children, they were full of innocence 


and kindness. Send them to a probable death was unbearable for me. 

Ivo was watching us with worried eyes. He was holding Katarina in his arms. | looked at them and especially at 
the little girl. Her eyes were sad and anxious. She was hoping, praying, imploring me. I'm sure she could feel 
what was her destiny. But | couldn't agree. She wasn't a murderer or a menace. She wasn't evil. She wasn't me. 
"You'll be his assistant too." 

"| don't have any knowledge in medicine." 

"You'll do a perfect job. | can feel it" 

He wasn't listening to me. He was just staring at the dark horizon and drinking some wine. He offered me a 
glass. | was so thirsty .. Its with shame that | accepted to drink | drank a great swallow of a dark red wine. | 


was probably looking like a bloodthirsty animal. 


The Furher turned back and stared at my shy lover. He was looking at the ground. He approached him and 
placed his hand under his chin. 


"| missed you." 

He made a sign with his right hand in Katarina's direction 

"Immure her," he said. 

Two soldiers took the Russian girl. She was struggling and screaming my name. 

"No! Leave me alone!" 

"Or what?" 

"The general Droomers will you a kick up your big bottom." 

‘Oh, really? He's under my orders. He can't disobey. He's not what he pretends to be." 
The child spat on Hitler's face. He slapped her face. 

"Mein Furher, no! Leave her alone." 

The blond girl finally escaped from the two men and joined me. She was grabbing my leg. 
"Please, mein Furher .. Spare this child" 

"Move, general." 

"No .. It's enough .. | can't continue." 

"General! Don't force me to suspend you!" 

"Murderer!" 

The two soldiers pinned me to the ground. 

"Kill the girl." 

Katarina's eyes became wet and she whispered my name. 

"General Droomers .." 


"No!" | screamed. 


Too late .. The bullet pierced her head. Her expression froze and she collapsed to the floor. A tear rolled on my 


cheek. 


"Katarina .." 


A tender moment 
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"Katarina .." 

Some bits of her brain were scattered on the floor. 

"Bring some warm clothes for the general Droomers." 

"Yes, mein Furher." the two soldiers answered. 

| looked at the small corpse and sighed. 

"Why?" 

"Because you're not here to protect our enemies!" 

"She wasn't an enemy." 

"She was a Soviet. The Soviets are communist and communism is one of our worst enemies." 


"She was a child!" 


"General, sometimes you demonstrate a childish and insolent behavior .. How is your sister?" 


It was sadistic .. | hunched my shoulders and let a soldier dress me. I'm not sure if it was the buildings or my 


soul that was burning. The death of Katarina darkened my heart. 


When the night fell, Ivo and | got onto a train that was about to take us back to Germany. | isolated myself in 


the last wagon | was too sad and angry to face the Furher. The little Russian girl's face was haunting me. Sat 


and alone in the dark carriage, | let the somnolence seize me. At this moment, Ivo entered and stopped himself 


when he saw me. 
"Sorry .. Did | woke you up?" 
"No ." 


"Is everything alright, general?" 


Silence. What could | answer? | wasn't supposed to be weak, affected by the death of a child, in love with a 
person | couldn't live with .. | was a Nazi soldier. But the blond man wasn't stupid. 


"General, your silence is telling me that you're heavy-hearted” 
"She was innocent.” 
"All the victims of this war were innocent. But if we fight, we can win" 


"War isn't that simple .. Sometimes a small grain of sand can change everything dramatically ..| can't see 
these sights anymore ...| don't want to ." 


"Come on, general ... Fight!" 


"Who with? All the men are under Hitler's orders. They'll never listen to me. They know | don't agree with Nazi 


principles." 
"You're not forced to convince our soldiers." 


| suddenly realized it was true. If | couldn't get some help from our own troops, maybe | could find it in the 


enemy troops. 

"You mean .. collaborate with the Allied forces?" 
He kissed me. 

"You're intelligent when you want." 

‘Hey! 


| jumped on him and tickled his neck. He pushed me on the floor but | responded by pinning him against the wall 
in front of me. 


"Got you .." 
"l'm yours ." 


| kissed him. Our tongues met and twisted together. | let my hands running on his hips and he started to 
unbutton my coat and my shirt. 


"You're so beautiful in this uniform .. Too bad it's a Nazi uniform .." 


"Did you forget that | can take it off anytime, anywhere?" 

"Even in this cold Russian winter?" 

"Are you underestimating me?" 

He didn't have the time to answer, a man voice was raised behind the door. 
"General Droomers? The Furher wants to see you for the dinner, at 8 pm, precise.” 
"I'll be there." 


Ivo was quiet in my arms. We had a narrow escape! The blond man laid me down on the floor and opened my 


shirt. He licked gently my nipples and my abs. 
"| want you general! 

"Shhh .. Be quiet, angel. We're not alone. 
“Sorry 


Then he laughed and kissed my neck with passion. | hadn't the control, | was dominated and defenseless in front 


of him. 

"Take me ." he whispered. 

| laid him down and took off my shirt. | could feel my sex becoming harder. | lowered a bit my trousers and 
my trunks. Just enough to drive Ivo crazy. He only could see my groin and a part of my skin slightly darkened 
by a peach fuzz. 

"Show me what you hide, general Nightmare." 

"Come on" 

He lowered my trunks and stared at my penis. | blushed. | wasn't very at ease with these private moments. 
"Can |." 

| immediately understood what he wanted. 


"Yes." 


He put my hard sex in his mouth and started to suck it. Hot flushes invaded all my body. | stroked his hair 


while he was licking the end of my member. My eyes rolled upwards. It was so good. Don't ask me why, but 
my look stopped on my pocket watch. 150 pm. 


"Shit!" 
"What's wrong?" 
"| gotta go. It's 1.50 pm." 


| put on my shirt and my coat and rode up my trunks and my trousers. | tied my belt and was about to leave 


when lvo stopped me. He removed a straw of my hair and replaced my kepi. 
"Thank you." 


| kissed him and left the wagon. 


